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He used to be a voice in the 
wilderness—now he works 
with Wal-Mart. Is he getting 
smarter, or selling out? p.66 







































‘Dion has integrity, honesty, 
courage and wisdom. And he is a 
gentleman. Leave him alone! ’ 
















































































An eternal 
struggle 
between 
church 
and state 

























log on to legendsinlheniaking.ca 
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ENTER YOUR CHILD TO WIN 
ONE OF TEN $2,500 CASH AWARDS 




















































































































No sedan additives. 






































































































































































































































































































































































IncomePlus 


Guaranteed income 
for life. 

All the growth 
potential of the 
market. 

You never lose the 
money you invest. 



"Isn't it time 
you turned your 
retirement thinking 
on its head?" 



DU Manulife Investments 

With you every step of the way* 
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THAT’S NOT UNDERWEAR, PAL, IT’S UNDER ARMOUR 



WHO 

NEEDS 

MICHAEL 

JORDAN? 





SlZIirm Under 

Armour 

SSSSS now claims 
ErrHHSH a ^5 per cent 

share in 

“ performance 
EsrsSSrHS apparel 
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WHO’S THE TOUGHEST HOCKEY FIGHTER OF ALL-TIME? 
















































THE NFL PLAYOFF QUIZ THAT’S GOING ALL THE WAY 


















































GIVE THEM A YEAR OF MACLEAN’S 


in Canada, and around the world - that you rely on every week? A subscription to Maclean’s is 
thoughtful, long-lasting, always appreciated and easy to give. 



























THE TRIALS 

OF SAINT 


The poles are melting, 

great time to be David 
Suzuki—but revolution 

BY KEN MACQUEEN 








































































































Like shopping? 
Why not buy a 
European city 
this weekend? 

Over 100 European cities are waiting to be discovered. 

Fly with Austrian via Vienna. Europe’s fastest transfer airport. 


Austrian 
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NATURE 
























What will your reason be? 


m*L i HYBRID 5YNERGY DRIVE 










iS4h hybrid synergy drive 



























MEN ARE 
TTING 
HAPPIER 

(AND WOHEH MORE MISERABLE) 

£1 



.............._____i and more ‘neutral 

Does this make them the real beneficiaries of the women’s 

-ND BARBARA RIGHTON 


in work their brains out, m 



THE IDEA OF AN ABLE-BODIED NORTH AMERICAN 
MAN DEDICATING A GOOD PART OF HIS EXISTENCE 
TO NON-PRODUCTIVE ACTIVITY IS RELATIVELY NEW 





























































Erin Davis & Mike Cooper 
in the morning. 
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‘THEY WERE ALL COMING INTO THE DRESSINOOM, PLAYING WITH THE DOG AS IF IT WERE A NEW 
EXTENSION OF ELLEN’-PRODUCER KERRI RANES ON WELCOMING ONE OF ELLEN DEGENERES’ DOGS 









































































Vancouver 

Artgallery 
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NOW YOUR OFFICE IS 
WHERE YOU ARE. 
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THE END 


Michael Kenneth William Brooker 

1988-2007 

He was a tiny, lovable, hard-living panhandler who 
hated being told to get his bike off the street 


M ichael Kenneth William Brooker was born in Halifax 
on Feb. 11,1988, the first son of Derek Brooker and 
Tammy Deluney. He was a very sick baby. His body 
was covered in red eczema rashes, and his asthma was 
so bad that his mother was always at the hospital. It wasn’t until 
Michael was six months old that the doctors discovered the cause of 
his ailments: he was born with Silver-Russell syndrome (SRS), a form 
of dwarfism. “When he was five 
years old, he looked no bigger than 
a nine-month-old baby,” Tammy 
says. As an adult, he stood a few 
inches shy of five feet. 

Michael was still an infant when 
his parents split up. Tammy and 
her three children—Laurie-Ann (a 
daughter from a previous relation¬ 
ship), Michael and J.C.—moved 
to an apartment in Dartmouth. 

Michael was so small, his mother 
would often find him sitting inside 
the toilet bowl, playing with his 
toy boats. “He was just the cutest 
thing you’ve ever seen,” says his 
uncle, Bill Deluney. A few years 
later, when Michael started walk¬ 
ing to school on his own, more 
than one neighbour felt compelled 
to call 911. “When you see this 
kid—looking no bigger than a two- 
year-old—walking down the street 
with a school bag on his shoulder, 
you’re going to call somebody,” 

Tammy says. 

When Michael was 8, the family 
moved in with Tammy’s new part¬ 
ner, Kenneth Denney. The couple had two more children, Kyle and 
Alicia. It was now a full house—five kids in all—but Michael, despite 
his tiny frame, was impossible to miss. He was loud and intense, and 
he loved to tell stories. Everyone who knew him well describes him 
the same way: lovable one minute, annoying the next. “If you didn’t 
like him, he’d make you like him,” Bill says. “He didn’t like not being 
liked, so he would do everything in his power to try to convince you 
that he wasn’t that bad of a guy.” It was difficult sometimes. Michael 
had trouble controlling his temper, and would often lash out at 
school and at home. “We got in all kinds of trouble,” says his brother, 
J.C. “The usual stuff.” Stealing candy from the corner store. Jump¬ 
ing on police cars. Drinking. Michael loved the vodka coolers that 
bear his name: Mike’s Hard Lemonade. 

By the time he was 12, Michael’s mother was spending most of her 
time at the bar, dropping money in VLT machines. When she finally 
checked herself into counselling, the authorities placed her four young¬ 



est children into foster care. Although he was devastated, Michael 
came to love his new foster parents, Bob and Sheila Pearl. “He was no 
bigger than a fart in a mitten,” Bob says affectionately. “You couldn’t 
stay mad at Mike. He just wanted to do things his way.” Michael 
smoked weed, never finished Grade 9, and put on a tough facade. He 
even poked fun at his own body, dubbing himself “Midget Mike.” But 
at heart, he was a sensitive kid. And when strangers inevitably ridi¬ 
culed his size, it stung. One day, J.C. 
and Michael were riding their bikes 
in Gaetz Brook, N.S., when a driver 
rolled down his window and yelled: 
“Get off the road you short f—!” 

Tammy regained custody of her 
children, but Michael never went 
back to Dartmouth. By age 16, he 
had anew home: the streets of down¬ 
town Halifax. He spent his nights 
sleeping in shelters and his days 
begging for change outside the Shop¬ 
per’s Drug Mart on Spring Garden 
Road. Everyone knew him. He was 
the midget panhandler with a Dairy 
Queen cup and an Ottawa Senators 
jersey. Bill once spotted him in front 
of a Tim Hortons, sitting in a wheel¬ 
chair. When his uncle asked if he 
was all right, Michael could only 
smile. “Sometimes you just have 
to use your imagination to get more 
money,” he said. Michael wasn’t 
greedy, though. If one of his home¬ 
less friends needed a burger or a 
pack of smokes, he always paid. 

Michael kept in touch with his 
mother. During one phone call 
earlier this year, he was livid. Another driver had told him to get his 
“midget a-” off the road. “It really bothered him when people did 
that,” his mother says. “It happened all the time-all the time.” 

Still, Michael seemed happier than ever in recent months. With 
the help of staff at the Phoenix Youth Shelter, he was studying for 
his high-school equivalency exam. He also completed a cooking 
course, and was working part-time as a dishwasher in a local pub. 
Injuly, his 17-year-old girlfriend, Amanda Knight, told him she was 
pregnant. “He was very excited to be a daddy,” she says. “He would 
have been the most incredible father.” 

On Oct. 11, after a night at a shelter, Michael ate breakfast at a 
church on Barrington Street, then climbed onto his green mountain 
bike and pedalled away. He rode on the sidewalk, not the street. 
Shortly before 9 a.m., Michael swerved to avoid a pedestrian and 
toppled onto the road. The truck driver had no time to react. 

BY MICHAEL FRISCOLANTI 








